WHIZ COMICS 



WHIZ 
COMICS 



Executive Hdi 
WILL LIEBERSON 




January, 1946. Vol. 12, No. 70 



WHIZ COMICS 




«VHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ 



COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 



THE Ult,li RABBIT 

A Wicky &■ O'SkaumeAiy Stony— try (Rod! <Reec5 

1»OIT WAS just getting ex- 
cited about the idea when 



'?? A N" furthermore, you've 

Am. got to keep that dog 
quiet or else!" said Harrigan. 

Wicky Burke was too fright- 
ened to ask "or else what?" 
Harrigan was a big, red-faced 
policeman who carried a bjlly 
and wore a service pistol. 
Wicky knew and respected the 
power of the law in genera! 
and of Harrigan in particular. 
It was said that Harrigan 
could lick ten men single- 
handed, and if he could do 
that, what chance had one 
medium- sized, freckle -faced 
boy to stand up against him? 

Harrigan was already walk- 
ing away when Wicky mum- 
bled a weak, "Yessir." 

The dog to be kept quiet 
was. of course, Wieky's lum- 
bering pet, O'Shawnessy. Like 
any other dog, O'Shawnessy 
enjoyed barking and he did a 
considerable amount of it at 
night. Having a large pair of 
lungs, he also had a very loud 
bark. Now it appeared that 
unless he were effectively 
silenced, he would become a 
victim of the mayor's new 
anti-noise ordinance, directed 
against loud radios, auto 
horns, jazz bands, barking 
dogs and whatever else was 
likely to offend the sensitive 
carfdrum. 

Consequently, Wicky was 
worried. It wasn't going to be, 
an easy job to silence 
O'Shawnessy, Especially since 
those Wild rabbits had been 
hanging around the neighbor- 
hood. O'Shawnessy wasn't 
really much of a hunting dog, 
but nobody had ever told him 
that. So any time one of the 
rabbits came within sniffing 
distance he was likely to set 
out after it, roaring and yip- 
ping, even after the. rabbit had 
scurried to a safe hiding place 
under a house or garage. And 
this was more likely to happen 
at night than in the daytime. 

Wicky finally decided that 
the only solution would be to 



keep O'Shawnessy in the 
house at night where there'd 
be no rabbits to chase. This 
solution presented one major 
problem— Mr. Burke, Wieky's 
father, had forbidden that the 
dog be kept in the house. 
However, Wicky was pretty 
confident that he could smug- 
gle his pet into his own room 
without papa being any the 
wiser. This he did in plenty of 
time before Mr. Burke came 
home from the office. Then he 
went out on the front porch to 
study his new book, PRESTO 
MAGIC TRICKS. 

He was fumbling with a 
Special deck of magic cards 
when his pal, BoitBird, joined 
him on the porch. 

"Hi, Boit," said Wicky. 
"Come here. Take a card— any 
card." 

"Sure," said Boit, "but wait 
a minnit. Foist take a gander 
at what I've got in this box. 
Look it." 

Wicky looked. 

"Rabbits!" he exclaimed. 

"Sure," said Boit. "I trapped 
'em, right in my yard. Ain't 
they the poitiest rabbits you 
ever sawr?" 

"They're swell!" exclaimed 
Wicky. "They're just what we 
need!" 

"What- WE need?" asked 
Boit, raising his eyebrows, 
"Wadda ya mean, WE? These 
is my rabbits." 

"Sure, sure," said Wicky, 
"They're your rabbits all right 
but don't you want to use 'cm 
in our magic shpw? Don't you 
want to be a magician?" 

"Magician? How?" asked 
Boit. 

"Look here," said Wicky. 
"Here in this book is a; swell 
trick. It shows you how to 
make rabbits come out of hats. 
You first put an egg in the hat 
then you pull a rabbit out of 
it. It's very amazing. And with 
your rabbits and a couple eggs 
I can borrow from mom why 
we can be just like perfes- 
sional magicians." 



his mother's voice called him 
home. "Tell you what," said 
- Wicky as Boit was leaving. 
"You come over tonight, right 
after supper. Bring your rab- 
bits an' I'll get the eggs. Then 
we'll go down the cellar and 
practise an' by Saturday we'll 
be ready to give a complete 
magical show." 

Shortly afterward Mr. 
Burke came home and Wicky 
was called in to get ready for 
supper. On the way to wash 
his hands he laid his special 
magic cards on the little desk 
in the living room. 

Mr. Burke was in an espe- 
cially chipper mood at supper. 
"Dear," he said to his wife, "I 
think I'm about to put over a 
big deal with old Smithering- 
ham. He's coming here to- 
night to~" 

"He's coming here?" Mrs. 
Burke interrupted. 

"Yes, here. I invited him up 
for after supper. It'll be easier 
to talk to him here than in an 
office with phones ringing and 
all sorts of interruptions. He 
hates interruptions. In fact, he 
hates almost everything— but 
he's almost as rich as the U. S. 
Treasury and if I can put this 
deal over it will be well worth 
being nice to the old grouch 
for a couple of hours. We'll 
just have to see that nothing 
happens while he's here." 

"That nothing like what 
happens?" asked Mrs. Burke. 

"That nothing— well, you 
ki.-v.W- -that nothing happens 
to disturb him or upset him. 
You knov. 

When Ml. ojr.'itheringham 
arrived, Wicky and Boit Bird 
already were> in the cellar, 
poring over the magic bo'ok 
and mapping out a show rou- 
tine. Mr. Burke was just as 
happy to have his son out of 
the way on this precarious and 
dignified occasion. In fact, he 
had ordered Wicky not to 
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leave the cellar until the aug- 
ust (and wealthy) visitor had 
departed. 

As the rich man entered, 
Mr. Burke took Smithering- 
ham's topcoat and hung it in 
the hall closet, laid his derby 
on a table in the hall. "Always 
wear my topcoat, even in sum- 
mer," "said Mr. Smithering- 
ham. "Nights sometimes get 
very chilly, you know. Trouble 
with moat people— they don't 
take care of themselves." , 

He was ushered into the 
living room and introduced to 
Mrs. Burke. Then Mr. Burke 
began lo wonder just how long 
■he should talk about the 
weather before it would be 
safe to'introduce a discussion 
of the big deal. 

Meanwhile, downstairs 
Wicky and Boit were about 
ready to try their egg and rab- 
bit trick. "In the show," said 
Wicky, "we'll do -card tricks 
first and save this for the end, 
but I can't find my cards an' 
I'm not allowed upstairs right 
now. Now the way wp've got 
to do this is first hide a rabbit , 
in your coat pocket and then 
put the egg in the hat—" 

"I ain't got no coat with me 
an' neither have you," Boit 
observed. "How you gonna 
put a rabbit in a coat pocket 
if you ain't got no coat?" 

■'That's right," said Wicky, 
"an' come to think of it— I for- 
got to bring an egg, too. You 
want to sneak up to the 
kitchen an' borrow an egg, 
then borrow rriy father's old 
coat from out of the closet." 
"Why don't you go?" 
"My father made me prom- 
ise to stay down here— if I 
don't, he'll cut out my allow- 
ance." 

"O.K., O.K.;' said Boit and 
started upstairs. He got the 
egg undetected, then went to 
the hall closet for the coat. He 
was a little puzzled, because 
there was a choice of coats, but 
he chose one. meanwhile plac- 
ing the egg in a derby hat on 
the stand, so he wouldn't 
Break it while getting down 
the coat. 

When he got down into the 
cellar again, Boit slipped a 



bunny into each side pocket 
of the coat and pulled the flaps 
over so the rabbits Wouldn't 
escape. He needn't have both- 
ered. They were too frightened 
to move. Then Wicky looked 
up. from the magic book and 
exclaimed, "Holy Cats, you've 
got the wrong coat. That's not 
dad's coat. It must belong to 
Mr. Smitheringham. You'd 
better take it back right away." 

■ TPSTAIRS Mr. Smither- 
ingham had suggested a 
little game of cards to while 
away the time as they dis- 
cussed 1 business. But Mr. 
Burke, perhaps a little 'nerv r 
ous, let the cards slip from his 
hands as he started to deal. A 
dozen of them turned face up. 
They were all aces! Mr. Burke 
had inadvertently picked up 
Wicky's trick deck. 

Mr. Smitheringham rose 
from the table, snorting, his 
face purple with anger. "Any 
man, sir, who will cheat , at 
cards— especially in a friendly 
game— is no man to do busi- 
ness with, sir. I am leaving at 
once. Our deal is off." 

The visitor stalked to the 
closet and so great was his 
rage that he didn't hear Boit 
scurrying back down the stairs 
after hanging up the coat 
barely in the nick of time. Mr. 
Smitheringham jerked on his 
coat paying no attentipn to the 
protests of Mr. Burke that it 
had all been a mistake. Then 
the guest slarnmed the'derby 
onto his head— and a gooey 
yellow and white substance 
began oozing out over his face 
and ears. Boit had forgotten 
the egg! 

Shaken with rage, Mr. 
Smitheringham reached into 
his topcoat pocket for a hand- 
kerchief to wipe away the egg 
goo— and out with his hand 
came a live rabbit! 

"This is TOO much!" he 
exclaimed, and throwing open 
the-- door went charging into 
the night. 

So great was Mr, Smither- 
ingham's rage that he didn't 
see the two figures lurking in 
the shadows of the Burke yard 
nor notice that they followed 



a few paces behind him. So of 
course he didn't notice that 
both were masked and carried 
pistols. "We'll get h^m in the 
next-block, along by the va- 
cant lot," one whispered to 
the other. 

After one stunned moment 
in which he watched— speech - 
less— as his big deal disap- 
peared, Mr. Burke stormed to 
the doorof Wicky's room. (He 
had forgotten banishing the 
boy to the cellar.) "Wicky!" 
lie bellowed, opening the door. 
A large dog bounded out, 
nearly bowling the man over, 
then rushed on to the living 
room, where he smell ed rabbit. 
With a loud bark, O'Shawn- 
cssy ran out the open door of 
the house and down the street, 
"This is a.stickup!" said one 
of the masked men to Mr. 
Smitheringham. That was all 
he said! In another second he 
had been -bowled over by a 
large, baying beast. He scram- 
bled to his feet and ran, fol- 
lowing closely the other hold- 
up man who had started the 
minute O'Sliawnessy barged 
in. But they didn't run far. 
Aroused by O'Shawnessy's 
bark, Patrolman Harrigan was 
racing up from the other di- 
rection, muttering, "I'll silence 
that muj t if I have to beat his 
brains out." But when he saw 
the two masked men, he forgot 
the mutt, and tackled them 
both. For a guy who could lick 
ten men, capturing two was 
nothing. 

The next day the mayor 
was praising Wicky and 
O'Shawnessy and Officer Har- 
rigan for having foiled a hold- 
up. And Mr. Smitheringham, 
who had just signed up for a 
big deal with Mr. Burke, was 
asking them what reward they 
would like. 

"Speaking for Q'Sbswa- 
essy," said Wicky, "I think 
the reward he'd like best 
would be if he could be al- 
lowed to bark when he wants 
to." 

"Hmm," said 'the mayor. 
"Welkin view of the good use 
to wmch he puts his bark, I 
think that can be aiTanged." 
The End 
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I YOU'LL NEVER 
. GET TO BE < 

J a success 

LIKE HORACE L 
HOTSTUFF IF YOU 
L. -SIT AROUND, 
roOING NOTHING. 1 
r YOU GOTTA BE 
LIKE ME, BE ' 
ABLE TO GET 
.THINGS DONE. 




DON'T BE A STUPE GOOP! 

misnmajmecam! 



» 
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S'lCTH STONE RING GIVEN 



A WAV 



2/our Choice of Valuable Gifts 



Send No Money Now. Do like thousands of others 
do and get valuable gifts such as billfolds, scissors, 
games, bracelets, rings, lockets, jewelry, hosiery 
and other premiums that are easily yours. Simply 
send the coupon with your name and address and 
tell us what gift you would like to earn. The gifr 
you select is given to you promptly and sent post- 
paid for selling just a few boxes of nationally 
known "Gold Crown Spot Remover and Cleaner" 
at 25c each and returning the money collected as 
explained in our free catalog sent with your first 
order. Here's your lucky chance to 
ja*^... receive a valuable gift. 




Meet 
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To get the full beauty of a sunset, yo 

see it. ..no painting can do it justice. And 
to enjoy the luscious goodness of BIT-O- 
HONEY you have to taste this temptingly 
different candy bar. ..no words can describe 
its delicious flavor. Try BIT- O- HONEY and 
you'll know why millions say: "It's the most 
delicious candy bar I've ever tasted". BIT-O- 
HONEY is cue in six individually wrapped 
bite-sized pieces ... so handy to eat any- 
where, anytime. 



Eat a 



i "ttmtf of a candy ba- 



WHAT'S YOUR NUMBER? ft « neon^t 

oos.iwa.,.. 

ability and 



Everyone's name adds up to a special significant number 
YOU can find yours by using the Number- Alphabet below. 
LOU GEHRIG'S name adds up to THREE— Does YOURS? 



Use the Number- Alphabet to figure your number. If ii 
Three , write for FREE booklet telling you what it n 



Three" individuals possess an 
ngaging, free and easy manner 
nd aline sense of humorwhich 
(in them many friends. Ambiti- 
,, independent, (hey have both creative 
• e. Conscientious, rap- 
ine to high authority. 

FC3 



The Number-Alphabet 



imlay for the aiaaiing new BIT-O- 
HONEY booklet "WHAT'S YOUR 
NUMBER AND WHAT DOES IT 
MLAN.-" Wi FREE! p aS re coupon on 
a postcard. Mail it NOW! 



